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| could only stare at you 


Author's Notes: 
| have no intention to offend anyone. | don't get any profit from this. 
English is not my former language. And.. This is my first story in this language so I'm sorry for all mistakes. 


His eyes sparkled. 

It was night off in Vancouver. Starbucks was still open, even if it was 10 pm. It was typical for us, hanging in 
places like that. We sat, ate cinnamon rolls and, what was really important, drank coffee. Yes, that was 
something we enjoy the most. Hot, a litle bit bitter, the God's drink. 

We have beanies, this time we didn't want to be recognized. 

| looked through the window. People walked down the street, probably ignored cold wind. Canada was too icily, 
but David still enjoyed it. Well, he enjoyed the most places we were at. I've seen him in the reflect of the 
window. | smiled. Just... A little bit. David Ellefson was very strange man and | had soft spot for him. It was 
kinda weird, felt something like that for other man. | couldn't help. And, to be honest, maybe | didn't want. 
"Sleppy?" | asked. 

"After coffee?" he laughed "You wish." 

| chuckled. 


"Mustaine will kill us" 

This time he smiled. 

"| don't care" answered. He took phone and switched it on "Let's put it on youtube" 
With big smile, | sat close to him. 

"Hello, this is David Ellefson and Chris Broderick, and we are in Starbucks...” 


When we came out from the café, it had been snowing already. Oh, no, not this time... 

"Hotel?" 

"Hotel" he nodded. 

Tried not to fall down, we slowly walked. Happily, our hotel was quite near. | glanced at him; his arms wrapped 
around waist, flushed, probably because of snow, cheeks. We walked in silence. Lately, we spent a lot of time 
together, created a bond; strong enough to feel comfortable with each other. 

"Take this" | took of my scarf and tried to gave it to him. 

"Chris, l'm not..." 

"Just take it" | whispered, wrapped scarf around his neck. 

He looked a little bit confused. This shawl looked perfectly at him. Big, a little bit fluffy in the ends.. 
"Thanks" he murmured. 

| could only thought that David didn't know what to do. 

| nodded my head. 

Our, almost, silence journey ended right in the big, glass hotel doors. They opened in front of us and | felt a 
warm breeze. Finally! | heard him took a deep breath. At last, | could clearly saw his face. 

David pressed a button near the elevator. Again, we waited in silence. David's fingers played with tassels on 
scarf. | swallowed. That hand, fingers, | wish... 

Leaving the elevator, | took off beanie, from David's head too. He laughed, turned back to me. 

"Thank you" he said, handed me scarf. 

"Yer welcome" | answered. Taking it from him, our hands dabbed. 

He smiled a little and, together, approached to door that leaded to his room. 

"So... Goodnight, Chris" he whispered. 

"Goodnight, David" 

We looked at each other. His cheeks were still flushed, just like his nose, and.. 

"Can you pass me my beanie?" 

"Oh, sure" | laughed embarrassed, fulfilled his request. What a fucking shame, gosh. 

In seconds, he disappeared behind the door. | still stood, with eyes fixed on small number. | knew David belonged 
to someone else. 


| could only stare at you. 


Without illusions 
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„Where have you been?" he yelled at me. 

| looked at him, kinda surprised. He called me.. Five minutes ago? 

"In my room" | answered. Sitting on the couch, | took my guitar. 

"Get your shit together" 

Dave Mustaine, local primidone, offended by the whole world, left rehearsal room for a while. 

"Don't be mad at him" said Shawn "Family problems, you know." 

| nodded. To be honest, | didn't really care about what Dave thought about me. In my mind was only David. 
Memories of yesterday's meeting were still alive. His blushed cheeks, he stood so close to me, close enough to.. 
| couldn't focus on playing. | tried to look at anyone but David. He was so quietly. Maybe Mustaine... 
"Broderick, can you just." 

"Yeah, sorry, Dave" 

"You fucked that song again!" 

‘| said l'm sorry, don't you understand?" 

| knew that | could make him mad. Gosh, he was already pissed. | didn't want to lick his ass just because he 
was, who he was! 

David looked at me with warning in his gaze. Yeah, he knew Dave. He knew exactly, what Dave could do. 
"What did you say?" he looked at me with anger. 

David quickly took off his bass. 

"Dave, relax...” 

"Don't tell me what to dol" he yelled again, pushed David. 

‘Leave him alone. It's just between you and me." | sad strongly, approaching him. | glanced at David, wanted to 
know that's everything was okay. 

"Dave, chill, Chris is just tired and.." this time Shaw stood close to me. 

Dave laughed sharply, his eyes were still focused on me. 

"Lately, he fucked everything! Every! Fucking! Show!" 

"Fuck off and look at yourself, you fu.." 

David grabbed Dave's arm, tried to stop him. He pushed him again and | was sure that he wanted to hit me, 
that he will do this. 

But he just threw guitar and stormed out. 

David looked at me with disapproval and left the room, following Mustaine. 

"Great" | hissed before | took deep breath. 

David stood by Dave. Not by me. 

"You both are fucked up" commented Shawn "Can you just close your mouth sometimes?" 

"He insulted me!" 


"You know that he have problems and you provoked him" he pointed out. | could hear a hint of anger in his 


Voice. 

Everybody against me. Fine. | took off my guitar and left Shawn alone. | pushed heavy doors. Fresh, morning air. 
Maybe my behavior was childish but | felt triggered, when he touched David so bad. When he treated him so 
bad. | couldn't stand it. 

But he always be by his side. 

| lit a cigarette. Watched the smoke flow, in my mind | summoned his smile. 

| wanted to laugh. | behaved like stupid, teenage girl who is obsessed with her new lover. But the difference 
was that David wasn't my lover. We didn’t even kiss. | didn't even hug him longer than ten seconds. | should 
remember that he belonged to someone else. 

| throw out cigarette and stepped on it to extinguish the smoldering fire. 


It was late night. | was sitting in the balcony, smoking another cigarette. However, | wasn't alone. Shawn sat 
next to me. | totally appreciated his presence. | needed to talk with somebody. My feelings were out of control. 
"Is about David, right?" Shawn asked quietly. 

Before | nodded, | thought. 

"So?" 

| took deep breath. | knew that wasn't easy. | got up, approached the edge of the balcony. After a few 
moments, | threw butts. 

"Let's go inside" | said. 

Shawn sighed. 

In my hotel room, | made for us quickly, hot chocolate. My band mate sat quietly on sofa, carefully watched 
my every move. 

"Take it" | handed him colorful mug. 

"Thanks". 

We sat in silence, enjoying hot drink 

"It about him" | whispered, staring at the smooth surface of the chocolate. 

"Why him?" 

| lifted my head. 

"| don't know. He just.. We just." | tried to explain, gesticulating. 

"You can have... Anyone. But you want him. | don't want to judge you Chris, but.." | saw something strange in 
his eyes "You try to get him, knowing that Musta." 

"I know, okay?" | interrupted him "I can't fight with it. | don't know, what to do." | hid face in my hands. 

Felt his hand on my shoulder, | shivered. | held it inside of me for so long. 

"What should | do?" | asked. My voice was shaking. 

"| don't know, Chris" moment of silence "You really want him?" 

"Yes" | nodded. | slid my hands, placed them on my knees "I want him so bad..." 

"You have to decide" 

"What do you mean?" | looked at him. 

Shawn seemed to be really serious. | felt shivers were running down my back. 


"You have to choose between David and Megadeth." 


